experiment. Come down."
"How am I to come down?" said the myop, trembling. "I
should break my neck."
"How did you get up?" said the black girl.
"I dont know" he replied, almost in tears. "It is enough to
make a man believe in miracles. I couldnt have climbed this tree;
and yet here I am and shall never be able to get down again."
"A very interesting experiment, wasnt it?" said the black girl.
"A shamefully cruel one, you wicked girl" he moaned. "Pray
did it occur to you that you might have killed me? Do you sup-
pose you can give a delicate physiological organism like mine a
violent shock without the most serious and quite possibly fatal
reactions on the heart? I shall never be able to sit on a log again as
long as I live. I believe my pulse is quite abnormal, though I can-
not count it; for if I let go of this branch I shall drop like a stone."
"If you can cut half a dog's brain out without causing any re-
actions on its spittle you need not worry" she said calmly. "I
think African magic much more powerful than your divining by
dogs. By saying one word to you I made you climb a tree like a
cat. You confess it was a miracle."
"I wish you would say another word and get me safely down
again, confound you for a black witch" he grumbled.
"I will" said the black girl. "There is a tree snake smelling at
the back of your neck."
The myop was on the ground in a jiffy. He landed finally on
his back; but he scrambled to his feet at once and said "You did
not take me in: dont think it. I knew perfectly well you were in-
venting that snake to frighten me."
"And yet you were as frightened as if it had been a real snake"
said the black girl.
"I was not" said the myop indignantly. "I was not frightened
in the least."
"You nipped down the tree as if you were" said the black girl
"That is what is so interesting" said the myop, recovering his
self-possession now that he felt safe. "It was a conditioned reflex.
I wonder could I make a dog climb a tree."

